The. chronicle History 
Harry. Peace to this meeting, 

Wherefore we ate met, 

And to our brother France, fairetimeofday.. 

Faire health vnto our louely coufin Katherine, 

And as a branch, and member ofthisftockc. 

We do falute you, Duke o? Burgundy. 

fm;. Brother of England, 

Right ioyous are we to behold your face. 

So are we Princes Englilh eucry one. 

‘Duke. With pardon vnto your mightineiTe : 

Let it not difpleaf^youyif I demaund 
W hatrub or barre hath thus farre hindred you 
To keepc you from the gentle fpecch of peace ? 

Har. If Duke of 'Burgundy you would hauc peace. 
You muft buy that peace* 

According as we haue drawne our Articles, 

Fran. Wehauebut witha curforary eye 
Ore-view’d them ; pleafeth your Grace, 

To let fome of your Counfell fit with vs. 

We (hall returnc-our peremptory anfwcr, 

Har. Go Lords, and fit with them. 

And bring vs anfwcr backe. 
yetleaueour coufen Katherine hcere behind, 

Fran. Withall our hearts. 

Exit French Kingaudihe Lords 

' , • : oieafl illyutfiJ- 

Manet , tying Henry , Katherine, and the 
Gentlewoman. 

Har. Now Kate, 

You haue a blunt wooer hcere left with you. 

If I could winne thee at Leape-frdg, 

Or with vauting with my armour on my backe 
Into my faddle , 

Without bragge-be it fpoken, 

Idc make compare with any.i 


eftiemythe Jtft. 

Butleauing that Kate, 

If thou takeft me now, 

Thou (halt haue me at the worft. 

And in wearing thou (halt haue me better and better. 
Thou (halt baue a face that is not worth fun-burning. 
But doeft thou thinke, that thou and I,d 
Betweene Saint Denisand'Saint George, : 3J ; • 

Shall get a boy, that fir all go to Confiantinoplc ? 

And take the great T urke by the beard ? 

Ha, Kate. 

Kate. Is it poffible dat me fall 
Loue de enemy de France; 

Harry. No Kate. 

It is vnpoflible you fliould loue the enemy of France 
For Kate I loue France fo well, 

That lie not leaue a village, 
lie haue it all mine. Then Kate,f 
When France is mine, . 

And I am yours : 

Then France is yours, 

And you are mine. 

Kate. I cannot tell what is dat. 
ifanyr.No Kate, 

Why lie tell you in French, 

Which willhang vponmy tongue, like a bride 
Onhcr new married husband. 

Let me fee, Saint Dennis be my fpeede, 

Quan France & mon. 

Kate. Dat is, when France is yours. 

Harry, Et vous ettes amoy. 

Kate. And I anno you. 

Harry. Douck France ettes a vous. 

J^dte.Den France fall be mine. 

Harry. Et ie fuyues a vous. 

Kate . And you will be to me. 
har. Wilt belceue me Kate i Tis eafiex lor me 
G » 


